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ONE hot day in July as I was traversing a dusty road thinking of my
classmates in dear old C. H. S., and wondering what had become of
all of them, I heard the quiet ripple of what I believed to be a small
brook near the road. Feeling very hot and tired I climbed the rick-
ety rail fence which separated me from the fringe of trees bordering the
brook. To my surprise, after passing through the fringe of trees, I
found a rather wide cool water stream, bordered by a ledge of rock,
which twisted in and out through the woods away into the distance. I
then recalled a conversation I had overheard the day before concerning
this very same place. It seemed that directly out from and also under
this ledge of rock there was a very deep hole, in fact, no swimmer had
ever yet found the bottom of it. The general as well as prevailing idea
was that a subterranean river ran into the stream at right angles. Being
very hot and tired, as well as consumed with curiosity, I decided to
take a plunge into the cooling water. Discarding my garments and
hanging them on a nearby tree, I took a position on the ledge of rock
preparatorv to taking my plunge. With a final drawing in of my
breath I dove as near as possible into the middle of the inviting pool.
When down perhaps fifteen feet I felt a terrible undertow at my feet,
I became suddenly dazed, my body became, it seemed, paralyzed, and
my eyes suddenly popped open and I saw an immense gate in front of
me. toward which some unknown power seemed to be drawing me. On
coming closer, the heavy portal opened, giving me a view of one of the
most beautiful forests I had ever seen. On a knoll well into the back-
ground and higher than the rest of the landscape stood a magnificent
throne. On it sat a much-berobed and sparkling personage, who made
a motion for me to come toward him.
"I am the Prince of the Future." he spoke in a loud and ringing
voice. "What would you know?" At first I was dazzled by this great
pr'nce and his finely dressed attendants, but finding my voice at last I
said: "Good Prince of the Future, I would know what the Seniors of
Clearwater High school of nineteen twenty-one will be doing twenty
years hence." "Come." said the great Prince, "we will go." It seemed
as if a great mist hindered my vision. I heard hoarse commands being
eiven. the mist suddenly cleared and we were on the deck of a great
battleship. Men were scurrving here and there in response to orders
given from the bridge, but who was that pacing the deck toward us? I
should know that familiar long stride and swing of the arms. Why, it
was mv old friend and classmate, Eugene Thomas, of course, and to
think that his dream had actuallv come true. He was captain of this
'"imense battleship.
However, before I could get a chance to speak to my old school-
mate and chum, some unknown power seemed to whisk us off the deck
of the ship. I closed my eyes in fear of what might happen this time
and wondered whom I would see next. We seemed to sail through
the  air  for  quite awhile,  when  I heard  the most beautiful  low  music
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